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*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Golden Sun : Book 1 
Chapter 1: So it begins... 


| can't believe we're doing this. Garet thought as he and 
Isaac walked down the path leading away from the only 
town he had ever lived in. Does Isaac really think that two 
seventeen year old boys are supposed to save the world? 
Garet looked over at his friend strolling next to him. They 
had been walking for an hour now, and neither of them had 
spoken a word since leaving Vale. Although, I guess it is kind 
of hard to argue with a floating rock with an eye. 


He glanced at his friend then sighed deeply, adjusting the 
heavy pack on his back. Isaac took a glimpse at him without 
tuning his head, but stayed silent. Garet simply rolled his 
eyes. Fine don't say anything. It's not like anything major 
has happened. Not like one of our oldest friends has been 
kidnapped, and the other has betrayed his entire culture 
just because some freaks saved his life. Not like the fate of 
Weyard rests upon our shoulders. No! Everything's just fine! 


So they kept walking in silence with no particular 
destination. First thing they had to do was to get out of this 
valley. There were forests and mountains to their right, 
forests and mountains to their left, Vale behind them, and 
the entire world in front of them. After another hour Garet 
was fed up with this. "Ahem" Garet cleared his throat, 
"Sooo..." he shifted the weight of his pack again. "Us saving 
the world, huh?" 


"Yep" Isaac said without turning his head. 


"Uh...any idea on how we're supposed to do that?" Garet 
asked, trying to start some kind of a conversation. 


"You heard the floating stone-eye thing," Isaac replied 
nonchalant, "Don't let the elemental lighthouses get lit." 


They lapsed back into silence for awhile. "Except we don't 
know where they are." Garet said finally. 


"We got a map." Isaac stated flatly, patting the rolled up 
parchment that was tucked into his belt. It was the only map 
in all of Vale, given to the town long ago by a traveling 
merchant. 


"Ya, and the only things marked on it are Vale and Vault. 
That's not going to help us any!" Garet was starting to get 
annoyed by his attitude. 


Isaac finally turned his head to look at his friend "Garet, 
settle down we just-" 


"Settle down?" Garet echoed incredulously, "Settle down!" 
Garet repeated raising his voice now, "What?! Am | 
supposed to be completely blasé about it like you are?" This 
stopped Isaac in his tracks. "Seriously, man," he said to 
Isaac's back, "Do you get what's going on? Don't you 
understand how important this is?" How can he not care? | 
know ever since his dad died he's been quiet and hasn't 
really shown his emotions that much, but this is ridiculous! 
"Don't you care!?" Garet walked up and grabbed Isaac's 
arm- 


And was shocked when he saw the emotion on Isaac's face. 
Garet pulled back his hand immediately and just stood 
there. "Garet..." Isaac began with a carefully controlled 
voice, "...of course | care. Our best friend's life is at stake; 
I'm doing all can to not think about it." He put his hand on 


Garet's shoulder, "Look, if all we do is focus on the 
seriousness of this quest, we're going to be overwhelmed in 
a matter of days. We need to kick back and relax, just a little 
bit, or we're going to lose it." He let his hand drop from 
Garet's shoulder and started walking again. "We just gotta 
lighten up a little, y'know, joke around some to keep all this 
from getting to our heads." 


After continuing in silence for awhile, Garet finally said, "I'm 
sorry, man." he clasped his friend's shoulder, "l-I Know you 
care." 


"Don't worry about it." Isaac reassured him, "Besides | know 
your just worried about Jenna." Isaac put emphasis on her 
name and gave Garet a friendly punch in the ribs. 


"Hey!" Garet said grinning, "I could say the same thing 
about you!" He gave Isaac an equally 'friendly' shove. 


"Ah, whatever," Isaac said waving his friend away, grinning 
almost as wide. 


x KO 


It had been an hour since nightfall and yet they were still 
trudging along. "Isaac..." Garet said tiredly, "I think it's time 
we Call it a night." 


For the first time in hours Isaac stopped walking. He stared 
off into the distance as if to look at the party they were 
following. "Alright" he said finally. 


As soon as the word left his mouth Garet let the heavy pack 
he was carrying drop to the ground. Garet soon followed. 
"Hey!" Isaac shouted, "What are you doing?" 


"What's it look like?" Garet replied, not moving a muscle, 
"Sleeping." 


"C'mon, Garet," Isaac pleaded giving him a light kick in the 
side, "We have to set up camp if we're going to stay here." 


"Fine," Garet said standing back up, "But | carried that tent 
all day," he pointed to the heavy pack on the ground, 
"you're setting it up." 


"Whatever," Isaac replied reaching down to take their tent 
out of the pack, "You just go get some firewood." 


"And you're carrying that thing tomorrow!" Garet yelled over 
his shoulder as he stalked off to the nearby woods. 


"Fine! Fine!" Isaac called back to him, not looking away from 
the tent he was putting up. 


By the time Garet returned with the firewood, Isaac had 
finished with the tent. It wasn't large by any means, but 
they would both fit in it comfortably. "Ok," Isaac stood up 
and dusted his hands off, satisfied with his work, 
“everything's set." 


Garet threw down the wood he had collected into the fire pit 
Isaac had dug, then stood there focusing on it. Here we go, 
Isaac thought rolling his eyes. After staring at it for a few 
seconds Garet thrust his hand out at the firewood yelling, 
"HA!" A stream of fire appeared from nowhere as Garet cast 
Flare. It lit the wood then disappeared as quickly as it had 
come. "Nice, huh?" he asked looking over at Isaac. 


The other shrugged as he sat down in front of the fire, "Eh." 


"Hey, you can't do it." Garet said defiantly. 


"Well, no, but-" 


"See," he said crossing his arms and giving Isaac a smug 
look, "I win." 


Isaac looked over at him and couldn't help but laugh. "Sure, 
you win." 


x KO 


Garet turned in his bedroll for what seemed like the 
thousandth time that night. Dang it, Garet. | can understand 
if you can't sleep either, but at least lie still! Isaac thought 
to himself. Of course, he really couldn't blame him. Not only 
do we have to save the world, but we have to walk all the 
way there and sleep in a tent. Ah, | guess it could be 
worse...somehow. 


Soon enough though, the exhaustion from hiking for hours 
straight overtook Isaac, and he drifted into a dream-filled 
sleep. 


x KO 


Isaac woke with a start after hearing a crashing sound. "Ow! 
What the hell?!" he heard Garet scream shortly after. He 
opened his eyes and was thoroughly confused with what he 
saw. On his right, where Garet had been when he fell asleep, 
there was now only the fabric of the tent with an obvious rip 
in it. Something must have knocked down one of the tents 
support poles. Isaac reached around, got a grip on his long 
sword, and crawled out of the half-demolished tent. 


Outside the once roaring fire was now just a pile of ash and 
embers. Isaac turned around to look at the tent he had just 
exited; or rather the pile of cloth and poles he just exited. 
Struggling somewhere under that pile was Garet. Then Isaac 


saw the cause of all this trouble, three vermin had 
surrounded the tent and were jabbing at it with their 
miniature pitch-forks. Just what | need, Isaac thought 
sardonically. Before the vermin even comprehended his 
presence, he dashed to the nearest one and kicked it as hard 
as he could. The vermin was heavier than he looked, but 
Isaac still punted the little rat a good twenty yards. It was 
then that the other two finally noticed him and charged with 
pitchforks flailing. He easily sidestepped the first and 
dispatched it with a swipe of his sword. Despite the 
adrenaline that was fueling him, Isaac was sluggish after 
hours of nonstop walking and a near sleepless night. He 
didn't catch the next attack in time, and he was punished 
for his mistake with a fork deep in his right calf. 


Isaac whirled around but his right leg gave way when he put 
pressure on it. He fell flat on his face, and when he lifted his 
head he found himself face to face with an angry vermin. He 
propped himself up on one elbow, lifted his sword, and- 


It was all over in a near-blinding flash of orange flames. 
Isaac laid there for a few seconds, just staring at the burnt 
husk that used to be a vermin. Eventually, he sat up and 
looked over at the fallen tent. Standing there in nothing but 
his boxers was Garet, his hand still held out in his 'psynergy 
casting pose’. 


Finally Garet put his hand down and looked at Isaac's leg. 
"Ok," he said "from now on someone is gonna stand guard." 


"No argument here," Isaac replied, still gripping his long 
sword, "Now hold this while | heal myself." Garet walked over 
and took the sword from him. "You could have killed me with 
that Flare," Isaac said as he placed his hands on his wound 
and cast Cure. The flesh of his calf began to mend itself 
under his touch. 


"Hey! | was in perfect control," Garet said crossing his arms 
defiantly, "besides /'m not the one who got hurt." 


Isaac gave him an annoyed look as he stood up and tested 
out his newly healed leg, "Only 'cause it took you five 
minutes to find your way out of a tent." 


"Look," Garet replied quickly, obviously trying to change the 
subject, "Lets just try to get back to sleep." 


"Good idea." Isaac stated trying not to start another 
argument. 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Golden Sun : Book 1 
Chapter 3: 
Where to next? 


After the midnight attack and having to set up the tent 
again, Isaac and Garet ended up getting only another hour 
or two of sleep that night. Isaac woke up shortly after 
daybreak. He quietly got dressed and exited the tent 
without waking Garet. Might as well let him someone get a 
little sleep. For a few minutes Isaac sat there just looking 
around at the great outdoors. Sure is nice out. he thought 
idly. Then he sighed and got back to his feet, A/right, time to 
get to work. He pulled out their map and compared it to 
their surroundings. "Okay," Isaac said to himself, "If that's 
the edge of the that forest, and way up there to the north is 
Mt. Aleph..." Isaac double checked the map to be sure he 
was right. "Huh? That's odd..." 


"What is?" 


Isaac jumped and spun around. Garet was standing just 
outside the tent fully dressed. "By Venus, Garet! You 
freaking scared me!" 


Garet laughed at this as he ambled over to Isaac. "Ya, | 
know." He rested his arm on Isaac's shoulder and looked 
down at the map. "So what's odd?" 


Isaac glared at his friend then answered, "Well it looks like 
we got out of the valley without noticing it." 


Garet raised an eyebrow, "So?" he prompted. 


"So," Isaac said, "that means we have more than one 
direction we can go in." 


Garet finally stopped leaning on Isaac's shoulder and paced 
around a bit. "In other words," he said turning to Isaac, "the 
question is 'Where to next?" 


"Well..." Isaac said hesitantly, "yeah." 


Garet seemed to ponder this for a moment, then suddenly 
he clapped his hands together. "Ok!" he started, "Seeing as 
Vault is the only place we actually know exists," he gave 
Isaac jokingly condescending look, "I vote we go there." 


"Fine," Isaac said, trying not to grin, "We'll play it safe." He 
gave Garet a friendly shove in the chest, "Just pack up the 
tent already." 


"Ok," Garet replied tentatively, "But you-" 
"Yes, yes," Isaac cut him off, "I know. I'll carry it." 


x KO 


They had just barely started walking when Garet suddenly 
darted forward a few yards. "Hey, what's that?" he asked 
pointing ahead, slightly to their right. 


There, just about fifty yards in the distance, a glowing 
creature was bouncing around. "I don't know," Isaac replied. 


"Well let's go find out!" Without another word Garet dashed 
of towards the thing. 


"Garet!" Isaac yelled as he ran after him, nearly tripping 
because of the weight of the pack he was carrying. No 


wonder Garet didn't want to lug this thing around. 


Once Garet got within ten feet of the thing, it stopped 
hopping, turned to face him, and said "Oh!" Garet, clearly 
surprised by this, stopped dead in his tracks. Isaac likewise 
slowed to a stop next to Garet. "A traveling warrior!" 


It was at this point Garet freaked and whipped out his sword. 


"Whoa, Garet!" Isaac yelled as he cast Move on Garet to 
keep him from disemboweling the little creature. "Hold on 
there!" 


"I'm not taking any chances with this thing, man!" Garet 
shouted back. 


They were both interrupted when the thing spoke again. 
"And | see you're an Adept, too!" This shut them both up. 
Garet lowered his sword and Isaac loosened his psynergetic 
grip on Garet. 


What is this thing? |saac thought. For the first time he took a 
good look at it. The creature was small, no more than a foot 
high, and brown . It had many spikes coming off its back 
which made it look a little fearsome despite his friendly 
disposition. /s this creature seriously talking to me? It lacked 
arms and only had little nubs for feet, but somehow Isaac 
could tell it was very powerful. And more importantly it 
could tell | was using psynergy. 


"You are just the kind of fighter that I've been looking for." it 
continued, apparently not noticing the boys' nervousness. 
"Won't you please take me along with you?" 


The two friends looked at each other, both of them still 
struck speechless. "Well..." Isaac managed eventually, "I..." 


But the little creature was still unaware of his uncertainty. 
"I'm a Venus Djinni. My name is Flint." it said cheerfully. 
Again Isaac and Garet look at each other, but this time more 
surprised than confused. "I must find my comrades." Flint 
continued, "We were separated from each other when the 
volcano erupted." The Djinni got excited suddenly as if it 
had just got a brilliant idea. "...Maybe you can help gather 
my friends together as you travel." the little creature 
seemed to be getting happier by the moment. "if you let me 
join you, I'll prove to be very beneficial to you Adepts! Your 
psynergy will grow stronger, and your Adept skills will also 
improve. You can call on us in battle or just use our power to 
boost your own!" Garet glanced over at Isaac once more, 
grinning this time. "If you call on many of us at once, our 
powers will work together!" the Djinni continued, "What do 
you think? Will you take me with you?" 


Isaac gave Garet a questioning look. The other simply 
shrugged and grinned even wider, "Sound's like a good deal 
to me!" 


Isaac looked back at the Djinni, "Alright!" he agreed smiling. 


The little guy started bounce up and down again. "Oh, you'll 
see!" Flint said, "You won't regret it!" Without warning the 
Djinni disappeared into the ground. Isaac looked at Garet 
then back at the empty spot the Djinni had been sitting in 
before. Where did he- Isaac's thought was interrupted when 
hundreds of particles of energy burst out the earth all 
around him. Isaac was sure that at the time Garet must have 
been scared out of his mind, but Isaac knew instantly that 
what he was feeling was there pure power of the Venus 
element. The energy particles flew around him in an ever- 
tightening circle until they came together inside of him. 
With that Isaac acquired his first Djinni. 


Isaac looked over at Garet and could barely keep himself 
from cracking up. The Mars Adept's sword had fallen from his 
grip and his mouth was gaping wide open. Finally Isaac 
burst out laughing. "You should see the look on you face!" 
Isaac said when he had caught his breath. 


By this time Garet had regained his composure. "What? Your 
telling me that didn't surprise you at all?" He retorted while 
pick up his sword. 


“Not as much as you'd think," Isaac replied, "You'll 
understand when you get your own Djinni." 


"Speaking of that," Garet said, "Where is the little guy?" 


"Right here!" Flint said as he popped his head out of Isaac's 
shirt pocket. Now instead of being a foot tall the little 
creature was only three inches high. 


"Huh?" Garet said tilting his head, "Travel size. That's 
convenient." Isaac just rolled his eyes and began walking 
towards Vault again. 


"What?" Garet called as ran after him. 


x KO 


They spent the next hour or so conversing with their new 
ally, telling Flint about where they had come from and about 
their quest. Eventually there was nothing more to say, and 
they all walked in silence. Well I guess technically me and 
Garet are walking; Flint is floating. Soon Isaac heard Garet 
sniffing loudly. What is he doing? 


"Isaac," Garet began, "What I'm about to tell you, | say as 
your best friend..." 


"Yeah?" Isaac asked warily. 


"Isaac," Garet said, putting a hand on his shoulder, "We 
stink." It wasn't until that moment that Isaac noticed the 
stench. 


"Y'know, Garet," Isaac replied, "I think it just might have 
something to do with the fact that we've done nothing but 
walk the past two days, and we still haven't had a shower." 


"Isaac," he said rubbing his chin in 'deep concentration’, "I 
think you might be on to something there." 


"What are you guys talking about?" Flint asked, flying 
around their heads, "I don't smell anything!" 


"That's because you," Garet said pointing at the Djinni, 
"Don't have a nose." Both the friends chuckled at this. 


So they continued on, now with a new reason to get to Vault 
as soon as possible. 


x KO 


Several hours later they came across the first real landmark 
they'd seen all day. "Is that what I think it is!" Garet shouted. 
A couple dozen yards ahead was a river, more like a large 
stream, with a rickety, old wooden bridge going across it. 


"Yep," Isaac said, "According to the map Vault is a little 
while..." he looked up and was confused by what he saw, 
"south...of...here." Garet was sprinting off to the river taking 
off an article of clothing every few feet. "Garet!" he called 
rushing after him. "Are you crazy!" 


"What? We both need baths." Garet called back as he lost 
the last piece of his attire and dove into the river. "Come on 


in!" He yelled when he surfaced. 


Isaac walked to the rivers edge and looked around 
skeptically. "What if somebody comes by?" he asked as he 
started taking off his scarf. 


"Well, then they'll see you're manhood." Garet yelled to him 
as he floated on his back, "Not the worst thing that could 
happen." 


Isaac was Satisfied by this answer and continued taking off 
his clothes, but he stopped when he got to his boxers. "But 
what if it's a girl?" 


Garet opened an eye to look at him as he floated. "Well then 
she'll see you in all you're glory, fall in love with you, and 
you'll live happily ever after." he said laughing. 


"Screw you, man" Isaac said as he threw off his last piece of 
clothing and jumped in the river. 


x KO 


Luckily for Isaac no one came by as they washed up. An hour 
later they were on their way again, needless to say much 
more refreshed. Guess Garet's idea wasn't half bad. Isaac 
thought as he checked their map. "Alright," he announced, 
"It looks like we'll have to camp out one more night." Garet 
didn't seem very pleased by this news, but he stayed quiet. 
"If we wake up at dawn, we should be able to make it to 
Vault by noon tomorrow." 


"Alright," Garet said unenthusiastically, "Let's try and make 
as much progress as we can today then," he said picking up 
his pace. / wonder what's wrong with Garet. Isaac thought 
breaking into a jog to keep up with his friend. Whatever it is, 
he doesn't look like he wants to talk about it. 


XxxX 


It was dusk now so they had decided to set up camp. This 
time Isaac went to get the fire wood while Garet set up the 
tent. We really ended up making better time than I thought 
we would. Isaac thought as he walk towards the nearest 
forest. Of coarse that was because I had to practically run to 
keep up with Garet's brisk pace. He didn't speak a word the 
whole time; there really must be something bothering him. 
Isaac reached the edge of the forest and began collecting 
dry twigs and branches. Maybe I should talk to him. 


A low rustling sound broke his concentration. This better just 
be a squirrel, \saac thought as heset down the pile of wood 
he was carrying and took out his long sword. Slowly some 
undead...thing stumbled into view. Isaac took a step back, 
"Į-Is that a zombie?!" 


"Looks like it," Flint said merrily, poking out of Isaac's 
pocket. "Oh! This is perfect!" 


"What do you mean perfect?" Isaac asked incredulously. 


"Well, now | can show you my power!" replied the Djinni, 
cheerful as ever. 


"O-ok," Isaac said, getting nervous as he realized this 
zombie was shambling towards him. "Uh...help me out here 
Flint." 


"Alrighty!" he said as he started flying around Isaac. Without 
entirely realizing what he was doing, Isaac made a sudden 
jumping strike at the undead horror. It was like it was 
occurring in slow motion. He seemed to float in the air fora 
second at the peak of his jump. Then with a flash of yellow 
light everything snapped back into reality. Isaac looked 


around for the zombie, then glanced down and saw that half 
of his enemy was laying on either side of him. 


"Wow," He said to the Djinni that was now perched on his 
shoulder, "you weren't kidding when you said the blow could 
cleave a stone." Isaac gathered up the firewood he had put 
down and started back to the camp. Garet met him halfway 
there with a anxious look on his face. 


"What happened?" he asked, "I heard a crashing sound." 


"Oh, that," Isaac said peering over at Flint. "I was just testing 
out Flint's power." 


Garet looked at the forest Isaac had just exited then back at 
his friend. "Right." 


x KO 


After the debacle that was their first night on the road, the 
boys made sure that someone would always be on watch. 
Tonight Isaac had volunteered to take first watch. To say the 
least it was not the most exciting thing he'd ever done. It 
was near the end of his shift and Isaac had done nothing but 
sit by the fire with his thoughts. This wouldn't have been 
such a bad thing if he had something, anything, else to 
think about besides the tremendous responsibility that had 
been placed upon him. Or his friend's life who was in danger. 
Or the family and friends he had left behind in Vale. 


Alright, isaac thought standing up, it's Garet's turn to sit out 
here. he paused just outside their tent. Garet... There was no 
denying that something was bothering his friend. Ok, l'II try 
to talk to him. \saac crouched into the tent and walked over 
to Garet, who was snoring loudly. "Garet," Isaac nudged his 
friend with his foot, "C'mon, Garet, wake up." 


Garet finally turned over and rubbed his eyes. "My turn?" he 
asked sleepily. 


"Yes," Isaac replied, "Now get dressed." Isaac exited the tent 
and stood just outside. A few minutes later Garet walked out 
loosely gripping his sword. He went over sat down by the 
fire. Garet still had a displeased look on his face, and fora 
moment Isaac considered just going to bed. No. I have to at 
least try to talk to him. \saac turned back around and took a 
seat next to his friend. Garet gave him a confused look but 
didn't say anything. They sat there for a few minutes, 
neither of them speaking. "Garet," Isaac began, "Is 
something bothering you?" 


Garet stayed silent, and Isaac thought that he might be 

ignoring him. He was about to repeat the question when 
Garet looked over at him with a small smile. "I guess you 
know me to well for me to deny it, huh?" he asked. 


Isaac gave him a smile back, "Yes, | do." 


Garet sighed and stood up. "Look, | appreciate the thought, 
but | don't think I'm ready to talk about it right now. Ok?" 


Isaac got to his feet, "Sure, that's fine" 


"Alright, cool." Garet said a little uneasy, "Well I'm gonna go 
for a little stroll. You go to sleep." 


"Ok," Isaac said reluctantly as he walked back to their tent. 
He stopped just in front of it and turned back to Garet, "But 
don't you wander off too far." 


"I'll keep the tent in my sight." Garet assured Isaac as he 
walked away. 


*Chapter 3*: Chapter 3 


Golden Sun : Book 1 
Chapter 4: 
Thieves and Adepts 


Dawn came near the end of Isaac's second shift. For once it 
didn't take several tries to wake Garet. They took down their 
tent and made their way to Vault without event. It turned 
out that they had made even better time than Isaac had 
initially thought. It was still fairly early in the morning when 
the low cliffs that surrounded Vault came into view over the 
horizon. They look so small at this distance. 


Isaac and Garet had come to Vault with their fathers twice 
before. The first time Isaac was only eight, and there wasn't 
much about that visit that Isaac still remembered. The 
second time had been almost four years ago. Not long 
before the accident. His and Garet's father had come to 
Vault to buy what seemed like any and everything that they 
didn't have in Vale. They'd had so much fun on the week 
long trip. Now he and Garet were almost there again; only 
this time alone and for a much more serious reason. 


"Hey," Garet interrupted his thoughts, "Look at that," Even 
at this distance Isaac could see the convoy of hoarse-drawn 
wagons heading south from Vault at a great speed. "Must be 
somebody important." 


"And in a hurry." Isaac commented, "Come on, we're almost 
there." 


Twenty minutes later they were outside the gates of Vault. 
Isaac was just about to walk into the city when Garet put a 
hand on his shoulder. "Isaac, wait." 


He turned around and looked where Garet was pointing. Off 
to the south a caravan of wagons was running towards them. 
The same one that had left Vault in such a rush. Isaac ran 
over to the side of the path the wagons were following and 
began waving his arms. The lead driver gave a hand signal 
to those behind him, then stopped next to Isaac. "What is it 
kid?" the man asked gruffly, "If you can't tell we're kind of in 
a hurry." 


Garet was obviously about to argue with the 'kid' comment, 
but Isaac grabbed his arm and pulled him back. "I'm sorry to 
bother you, Sir" Isaac said politely, "But my friend and | 
couldn't help but notice you were heading south, not half an 
hour ago." 


"Oh, that?" The man said, "The bridge that leads to Kalay 
was destroyed. Without it nobody can get to the southern 
half of Angara." 


"Really?" Isaac said glancing at Garet, "Well, thank you for 
the information." 


The man lifted his reigns, but stopped and looked back at 
Isaac, "Are you going into that den of thieves?" he asked, 
nodding towards Vault. 


Isaac gave him a confused look, "Yeah, we are." 


"Then good luck to you." Without warning he snapped the 
reigns, and the convoy was off to the north. 


"Den of thieves?" Garet asked as the wagons headed off. 


Isaac turned around and walked back toward Vault's gate, 
"We'll find out soon enough." 


x KO 


"Alright, Garet" Isaac said as he took out their bag of gold 
and carefully poured some into a small pouch, "We only 
have five hundred gold. I'll go buy some supplies and see if | 
can get our tent patched up," he patted the pack on his 
back. "I'll give you a hundred to spend in case you find some 
thing you need." Isaac finished holding out the smaller 
pouch. 


"Oh come on!" Garet argued, pushing the pouch away, "You 
gotta give me like at least two hundred." 


Isaac put another handful of gold into the smaller pouch. 
"You can have one twenty five. That's it." He threw the 
pouch at Garet, "Meet you at the gate in an hour." 


x KO 


Vault really hasn't changed that much. |saac thought as he 
strolled though the city. Might have built a new building or 
two, but other than that, unchanged. "Ah, here we are." 
Isaac said to himself, "Same as it was three and a half years 
ago" The shop in Vault had been carved directly out of the 
cliffs that surrounded the city. / wonder if the same 
shopkeeper is still here. |lsaac wondered as he opened the 
shop door. She was really nice; she reminded me of Mom. 


Isaac walked inside and came to a halt as soon as he came 
into sight of the shop's counter. The shopkeeper was not the 
Same one Isaac had known. And she definitely didn't 
remind him of his mother. She was a girl not much older 
than him; Nineteen or twenty by his guess. She had light 


brown hair put up in a pony tail, bright green eyes, and she 
was very attractive. "Uh...hi." he said awkwardly. 


For the fist time she noticed him. "Hey there!" she said 
happily, "What can | do for you?" 


"Um...I" Isaac could fell his cheeks warming, and he knew he 
must be starting to blush. "Well, my friend and | are out on 
a..." Quest? Yeah right. ""...camping trip, so we need some 
supplies." He took their damaged tent out of his pack, "And 
a little help." 


"What do you have there?" she inquired. 


"Well, our tent got kinda... torn." he told her, "I was 
wondering if you knew any place I could get it fixed." 


"Oh, is that it," she said with a smile, "Give that here. I'll get 
it fixed in no time." 


"Really?" Isaac asked as he walked up to the counter. "You'll 
do it for free?" 


"For a handsome kid like you?" she smiled again and took 
the tent from him, "Sure." She laid the tent out on the 
counter, then reached under the counter and pulled out a 
patch of cloth. Handsome? Does she really think I'm 
handsome? Wait she said kid... |saac looked at the girl 
again, and she was motioning for him to sit in a seat that 
was in front of the counter. Isaac sat down quickly, not sure 
what he should say. "This was the closest color to your tent | 
could find," she said holding up the piece of cloth, "I hope 
that's ok." 


"Oh! That- that's fine." he said feeling suddenly foolish. The 
girl began sewing the patch to the tent, still smiling at Isaac. 


He found it increasingly difficult to keep eye contact with 
her. 


"So did you just get into to town?" she asked. 


"Yes," Isaac said nervously, "We actually just got here an 
hour ago." 


“Guess you're not the thieves then." She said offhandedly. 


"I ,uh," Isaac remembered his conversation with the wagon 
driver, "I actually just heard some people talking about 
thieves." 


"That's not too surprising," she replied looking back at her 
sewing, "The robberies are all anyone's talked about the 
past few days. Well, that and the eruption of Mt. Aleph." she 
suddenly looked worried. 


"Oh! Me and my friend are from Vale." he told her. 


"Really?!" This seemed to surprise and excite her, "We were 
all afraid for Vale. The mayor was going to send a rescue 
party, but Mt. Aleph was still too active." She looked at him 
hopefully, "Tell me. Is Vale ok?" 


"Vale's fine." he told her, "The lava flowed down the western 
side of the mountains." 


"That's great!" she said clearly relived. She started sewing 
again, but soon she stopped and looked up at him. "Wait, | 
recognize you! You, your father and another man and his son 
came here about four years ago." She remembers me? "Of 
course | wasn't the shop keeper at the time; my mom was. | 
was helping out around the store, when you guys from Vale 
came in and bought practically everything" 


"Yep," he said giving her a goofy grin and feeling his cheeks 
start to burn again. "That's us. Actually, the other kid you 
remember is the friend I'm traveling with." 


"Well isn't this a coincidence," she replied smiling back. 
"How's your dad doing?" 


Isaac looked away, "He, um... he died in the storm three 
years ago." 


"Oh, I'm so sorry, sweetie." She said reaching across the 
counter to put a hand and Isaac's shoulder. Sweetie? Does 
she...no, no she's just trying to console me. "We had heard 
there were casualties in the storm, but..." she dropped her 
hand from his shoulder. 


"It's ok. Thank you, for you thoughtfulness though," he told 
her. "So you were saying something about thieves?" 


"Right," she said, "Well, during the eruption everyone ran 
outside to see what was going on. And while we were all 
watching, some thieves ransacked the entire town! Almost 
every house had something stolen." 


"That's terrible," Isaac said, thinking about the events had 
caused that eruption. 


"Yeah," the girl agreed as she put one last stitch in the tent, 
"There we go," she held up the now patched tent, "All done!" 
She smiled and handed it back to him. "So you also said you 
needed some supplies?" 


"Oh, yes," Isaac said, "Actually, there was something | 
wanted specifically. You see my friend and | are on a long 
trip, and | need some kind of food that | can buy in bulk but 
won't spoil." 


"Huh," She considered this, "Ah! I think | have just what 
you're looking for." she told him with a wink. Isaac began 
blushing once more as she knelt behind the counter to grab 
something. Maybe she does...? No, | mean come on; she's 
got to be at least three years older than me. The 
shopkeeper came up with a small box. She opened the lid, 
and Isaac peered inside. "It's called jerky." she said noticing 
his confused look, "It's meat that's been cut and prepared 
with salt, so it will stay fresh for long periods of time." 


"This is just what we needed!" he took the pack off his back 
and opened it up. "Can you fill this up?" 


She giggled and began scooping the jerky into the pack, 
"Sure." 


Isaac picked out a few more items of food and had to stop 
when his pack was jammed full. "So how much for all of 
this?" he asked. 


"Well, normally it would be about seventy gold, but for you," 
she gave him a coy smile, "It'll be fifty." 


"A-are you sure?" he asked nervously as he took out the 
money. 


"Of course," she told him taking the money from him. "By 
the way, | never got your name." 


"Oh," Isaac said as he put the pack back on, "I- I'm Isaac." 


"Well I'm Mary." she held out her hand, "It was nice to meet 
you." 


Isaac took her hand and shook it gingerly "It, um, it was nice 
to meet you too." His face felt like it was on fire now. He 
turned to walk out the door. 


"Come back soon, handsome." she called after him. This only 
served to make him rush out even faster. 


x KO 


Meanwhile, Garet was not spending his money anywhere 
near as responsibly. Ohh, I think my stomach might burst. 
He thought as he exited the inn's diner. /saac is going to be 
pissed when he finds out what I did. Oh well, it was worth it. 
Garet decided he would take a leisurely stroll around town, 
so he could walk off his meal. He stopped as he came by a 
building with a crudely drawn picture of a sword in its 
window. Hmm, weapons shop, eh? Garet opened the door 
and walked inside. 


Garet took a look at his surroundings. It was relatively dark 
in the shop. There were swords of various lengths and styles 
laying on tables or hanging on the walls. Garet also saw a 
few different weapons such as maces and daggers, but 
nothing he thought his good old long sword couldn't top. 


"Hey, boy" The shop keeper called out to Garet. He was an 
older man, middle aged, and bald headed with a thick, black 
beard. He stood behind the counter polishing a short sword. 
"You sure you belong here?" he asked giving Garet a dubious 
look. 


Garet looked at the man. "I know my weapons," he said 
pointing to the sword sheathed at his side. 


"Sure you do," the man mumbled to himself. With effort, 
Garet ignored the comment. He continued browsing for a 
few minutes, and was about to leave when something that 
was hung on the wall behind the counter caught his eye. 


"What is that?" Garet asked excitedly. 


"What, this?" the owner asked pointing to the weapon. It had 
a long handle which ended with a huge blade on each side. 
Garet nodded. "That's my pride and joy; a battle axe. It ain't 
for choppin' fire wood!" he told Garet with a deep laugh. 


"I know that!" Garet said impatiently, "How much?" 


The owner put down the short sword he'd been polishing 
"I'm not gonna part with that for less than two hundred 
gold." 


Garet took out his pouch of gold and looked inside. Great 
only fifty gold left. I knew I should have made Isaac give me 
two hundred. He looked back at the shopkeeper. "All I've got 
is fifty." he told him. 


"Well fifty ain't enough," the man said, "Now go on and 
leave, kid." 


Ok, this is going to take some smooth talking. "Alright, | can 
see you mean business, so..." Garet put the bag of money on 
the counter, "I'll give you fifty gold," The man opened his 
mouth to protest, "And," Garet cut him off, taking his sword 
off his belt and setting it on the table, "My sword." 


"This sword?" the owner asked skeptically as he unsheathed 
the it. 


"Yes. That long sword was created by the best Valean 
blacksmiths." Garet told him proudly. 


"Vale you say?" the man asked intrigued. 


"That's right." Garet said leaning on the counter, "And Vale 
is avery isolated community, so you'll be the only shop with 
this style of sword." 


"That is true..." he said looking at the designs on the sheath. 


"So, what do you say?" Garet asked, "Not only would you get 
the sword and sheath, but I'll also throw in the bag of gold." 


The shopkeeper sheathed the sword and set it back down on 
the table. He considered the offer for awhile, then he walked 
over to the battle axe and took it off the wall. "You got 
yourself a deal, kid!" he said as he turned back around. They 
exchanged goods, and Garet walked towards the entrance of 
the store. 


"Hey, boy!" the man called after him. Oh no! I knew that 
sword wasn't worth a hundred fifty gold! 


"Yeah?" Garet asked not turning. 
"You're one smooth talker..." the shopkeeper said. 


Crap! He thinks I'm trying scam him! This is just- His 
nervous thoughts stopped as he turned around. Instead of 
being angry, the man was grinning broadly. "Now get outta 
here!" Garet smiled and quickly complied. 


x KO 


As planned Isaac and Garet met at Vale's gate around noon. 
Isaac watched in shock as Garet walked up him. What in 
Venus's name is that on his back? "Garet what is that?" he 
asked when his friend was in earshot. 


"This baby?" Garet asked patting the enormous weapon on 
his back, "This is my battle axe. Got her for just fifty gold." 
he told Isaac proudly. 


"That's a pretty good deal," Isaac said, "So where's the rest 
of the money?" 


"I, uh, | spent." he replied looking away. 
"On what, Garet?" Isaac asked starting to get irritated. 
Garet finally met Isaac's gaze, "Food." 


"Garet!" Isaac said pinching the bridge of his nose, "I told 
you I'd get the food. Where is it anyway?" Garet looked away 
again. Suddenly it dawned on Isaac, "You ate seventy-five 
coins worth of food?!" he asked in disbelief. "Your sis told me 
you ate a lot, but this is ridiculous!" 


"| hadn't had a warm meal in three days, Isaac!" Garet 
shouted. 


"Well, you can't do this every time we stop at a town." Isaac 
told him. 


"I know! I'm sorry, Isaac!" Garet exclaimed. 


"It's fine, man," Isaac said, "I'm overreacting." A/though, | 
probably shouldn't tell him about the jerky. 


"Whatever," Garet said with a shrug, "We got everything we 
needed. Let's just leave now." 


"Actually," Isaac said adjusting the loaded pack he was 
carrying, "I was talking to this girl, and she said that the 
entire town's been stolen from." 


"So?" Garet asked. 


"It was during the eruption of Mt. Aleph; The eruption we 
had a large part in causing." Isaac informed him. 


"Ok?" Garet said confused. Then his eyes widened with 
understanding, "Oh," Garet began to look as guilty as Isaac 
felt. 


"Exactly," Isaac stated, "So, | think we should go to the 
mayor and see if there's anything we can do to help." 


"Alright, the mayor's house is across town," Garet said as he 
began walking in that direction. "So, was she hot?" 


"Was who hot?" Isaac asked as they walked. 
"Was who hot?" Garet mocked, "The girl you talked to, idiot." 


Isaac looked at his friend nervously, "W-what does that have 
to do with anything?" 


But Garet knew what happened immediately, "You 
chickened out, didn't you?" 


"Yeah," Isaac said ashamedly, "But it's not how you think." 
"How so?" Garet inquired. 

"Well, she was like twenty years old!" Isaac told his friend. 
"That was the problem?" Garet asked surprised. 

"What do you mean? It's a three year age difference" 


"Did she know your age?" the Mars adept asked 
unexpectedly. 


"Well," Isaac thought back to the encounter, "Well, no..." 


“Then there was nothing to be nervous about!" Garet turned 
to him and began walking backwards, "Really, Isaac. You're 
the bravest guy | know, yet you can't talk to a pretty girl 
without losing your cool. It's almost funny, actual." 


"Well, it's not funny." Isaac told him, "And it doesn't matter 
anyway." 


Garet raised an eyebrow, "Why no-" he then took a 
backwards step right into the low cliff surrounding Vault. 
"Ow!" 


"Because we're here." Isaac said pointing to the only house 
built on the cliff. Isaac began climbing the stairs that were 
carved out of the cliff face, much like the steps in Vale. 


"You could have said something." Garet said, rubbing the 
back of his head. 


"Ya, | could have." Isaac said smirking at his friend. 


"Jerk," Garet muttered as Isaac knocked on the door. An 
older woman, most likely the mayors wife, opened the door. 


"Hello, Ma'am." Isaac began politely, "I'm Isaac and this 
Garet. We're citizens of Vale," the women's eyes widened at 
the mention of the town, "And we wish to speak with the 
mayor about the recent events." 


"Oh! Please come in!" she motioned the boys inside. They 
followed her into what Isaac assumed was a den. One wall 
was lined bookshelves, all completely filled. In the center of 
the room was large wooden desk, covered with papers, 
letters, and more books. Sitting behind the desk was a man 
in his mid forties. He was reading over some report, running 
his hand through his gray hair, though it was apparent from 
the streaks of brown that he had just recently gone gray. He 
threw the papers he was reading down on his desk, half of 
them spilled over onto the floor, and put his hands over his 
face. The mayor's wife stepped into the den in front of the 
boys. "Honey, we have guests." 


The mayor didn't remove his hands, "If it's Anderson again, 
tell him I've got bigger problems than his little feud with his 
neighbor." 


"No, It's two boys from Vale," she told him. He dropped his 
hands after hearing this. 


"Hello," he jumped from his seat and walked across the room 
to Isaac and Garet, "I'm the mayor of Vault." He stretched 
out his arm and shook both boy's hands. "Please excuse the 
mess." 


"Don't worry," Garet said waving off the comment, "It's 
completely understandable" 


"Yes," he said giving the boys a quick once-over, "| Suppose 
you would know." 


Garet scratched the back of his neck, "I guess things have 
been a little hectic back home." 


"But don't worry," Isaac added quickly, "No one in Vale was 
injured during the eruption. The lava flowed away from the 
city." 


“That's good to hear. One less thing for me to worry about." 
the mayor said, looking as if a great weight had been lifted 
from his shoulders. "So was there anything else you needed 
to tell me?" 


Isaac and Garet looked at each other. "Well, we heard about 
the robberies," Isaac told him, "and we feel kind of 
responsible since it was Mt. Aleph's eruption that caused 
them, so we wondering if there was anything we could do." 


The mayor seemed unsure, "I don't think there is anything 
that the two of you alone could do..." 


" Actually," His wife spoke up, "Maybe they could help Ivan." 


"Hmm, you're right." he agreed. 


"Wait, who's Ivan?" Garet asked. 


"He's a teenager, a little younger than you boys," the mayor 
told them. "He is the servant of Lord Hammet." 


"Hammet, Hammet..." Garet repeated, tapping his chin 
thoughtfully. "Isn't he some big-time merchant?" 


"More than just a merchant," the mayors wife said. "He's the 
leader of Kalay, the second largest city in Angara. The 
thieves stole Hammet's rod and Ivan had to stay behind and 
find it." 


"Where is lvan?" Isaac asked. 


"He's in the room down the hall," the mayor pointed out the 
den. 


"Thank you." Isaac said giving them a short bow. Garet did 
the same then quickly followed him out of the den. They 
walked down the hall to the room the mayor had indicated, 
which turned out to be a small living area. Inside a small boy 
and girl were playing in front of the fireplace. Standing in 
the farthest corner of the room, looking out a window was an 
older boy. Isaac walked up to the two children playing. 
"Excuse me" he pointed to the kid at the back of the room. 
"is that Ivan?" 


"Yep," the young boy said. 


"| know a secret about Ivan," the little girl piped up. "Do you 
wanna know? 


"Sure," Garet said. 


"Too bad!" the girl giggled, "I can't tell you; it's a secret!" 


"Wait! But you just said-" 


Isaac grabbed Garet's arm and pulled him along, "C'mon, 
you're not going to win an argument with a seven year old." 
They walked up to the boy who was still staring out the 
window. Isaac was about to call his name when the Ivan 
turned and looked at him. Ivan held out a hand towards 
Isaac and suddenly it was enveloped in an eerie glow. What 
kind of power is this? |lsaac thought taking a step back. 


"Yes," Ivan said almost monotone, "I- | do possess strange 
powers. You have them too, don't you?" His hand began to 
glow again, and Isaac suddenly understood what it was. He's 
using Psynergy! 


"What?" Ivan said slightly confused, "My power, it's called 
Psynergy? | had no idea!" 


"Um...yeah" Isaac said still caught off guard by this apparent 
mind reader. Garet on the other hand looked thoroughly 
confused. 


"We have so much in common," Ivan continued, "I feel | can 
trust you with this." He turned back around and looked out 
the window again, seemingly lost in thought. 


"What just happened?" Garet whispered to Isaac. 
"He just read my mind using Psynergy," he whispered back. 


"Oh," Garet said a lot less surprised than Isaac thought he 
would have been. 


Ivan turned back to face them. "I am quite troubled. Master 
Hammet's rod was..." he look at his feet, "...stolen. Would 
you please help me get my master's rod back?" 


"Of course," Isaac told him. 


"Thank you!" Ivan's mood was clearly lifted by this. "With 
your help, | believe we can recover the rod." He stopped as if 
something just occurred to him, "Your names are?" Isaac 
opened his mouth to answer him, but the boy's hand glowed 
once more. Isaac stepped back involuntarily. "Isaac and 
Garet. | am Ivan. Pleased to meet you." 


Garet and Isaac looked at each other. "Uh...Pleased to meet 
you to." Isaac said. 


"Um, likewise," Garet said. 


Ivan seemed uncertain, "My ability to read people's minds 
frightens you, doesn't it?" he said looking at his feet again. 


"Well..." Isaac started, unsure of what to say, "Not exactly 
frightened..." 


"Am I really..." Ivan couldn't finish that sentence, so he 
started again. "Is my Mind Read so frightening?" 


"No!" Garet said right away. "It's fine." 


Without saying a word Ivan reached out and clasped Isaac's 
hand. Ivan looked at Garet, and the latter took an 
involuntary step back as Isaac had just done. Ivan merely 
raised his hand and cast Mind Read again. 


Ahh! My mind... Stop reading my mind, Ivan!!! |saac has 
shocked to hear Garet's thoughts in his own head. 


"So, Isaac..." lvan asked, "Could you read Garet's mind?" 
Isaac nodded his head still a bit freaked out from hearing his 
friends thoughts. "Just as | thought." 


"What? You read my mind, too, Isaac?" Garet asked 
confused. They both looked at Ivan. 


"| guessed that | could help you read minds if we shared 
Psynergy." he told them. 


"Hey that's not fair!" Garet said annoyed, "Why do you get 
to read my mind?" 


"You're right," Ivan said. "It's not fair to read one-way." He 
clasped Garet's hand now, and his hand began to glow 
again. 


Alright Garet, Isaac thought, You've had your fun. That's 
enough. 


"Whoa!" Garet exclaimed, "I did it! | read your mind, Isaac!" 


Ivan was obviously in a better mood now. "Let's use Mind 
Read to find the thieves!" 


"Wait a second..." Garet warned, "Won't people know that 
we're using mind read?" 


Ivan looked confused for a second then realized something, 
"Oh | see. You two can tell when I'm using Psynergy?" they 
both nodded. "Isaac, both you and Garet are Adepts. Maybe 
that's why you can tell when I'm reading your minds. 
Ordinary people can't see anything. There's nothing to worry 
about. Don't worry..." he assure them, "I will not read you 
minds again." 


Isaac and Garet looked around slightly embarrassed, "Uh, 
thanks" Isaac said. The three of them left the mayor's 
residence in a slightly awkward silence. 


"So...um, where should we look?" Isaac asked as they walked 
down the cliff-side steps. 


"I think we should try out the inn," Garet told him. "| heard a 
few people talking about the thieves while | was there." They 
both looked questioningly at Ivan who was walking with his 
eyes on the ground. Ivan stopped when he realized they 
were looking at him expectantly. 


"What?" he asked confusedly. 
"Well," Garet said, "What do you think?" 


Ivan was somehow even more confused by this, "What... 
what do | think?" 


"Yeah xn 


Ivan looked down at his feet, "l- it's a good idea." he started 
walking again, and Isaac and Garet followed, "I tried reading 
one guy's mind there, but he got suspicious." 


"Well," Isaac said, "We better get going then the inn's all the 
way back across town." They continued across town falling 
again into an awkward silence. 


"So..." Garet tried to start a conversation with this new kid. 
"Do you always have to hold out your hand like that to read 
minds?" 


"Only if the person is too far away," Ivan replied quietly. "If 
I'm standing next to the person all I have to do is 
concentrate." Isaac glanced over at Garet. He just has to 
stand next to the person... So he could be reading my mind 
right now? "Don't worry," Ivan told him, "I'm not reading 
your mind right now." Isaac's eyes widened, and Ivan turned 


to him and gave him a small smile. Garet, who thought this 
was hilarious, cracked up laughing. 


x KO 


The three boys made it to the inn a few minutes later. A 
ladder was leaning against the side of the building, just in 
front of a large hole in the roof. They entered the inn looking 
around for anything suspicious. Isaac and Garet would walk 
up to people and start an innocent conversation; not one 
person noticed the younger boy standing a few feet away 
with an outstretched hand. After reading almost everyone in 
the diner and living room of the inn, the group sat down ata 
table and talked about their discoveries. 


"So," Garet began, glancing at Ivan, "Did you find out 
anything useful?" 


Despite having spent the past few hours with Isaac and 
Garet, Ivan still seemed considerably uncomfortable. He 
obviously wasn't much of a people person. "Um..." he began 
glancing down at his hands, "Well, almost every person | 
read suspects the new guests that are staying in the room 
upstairs." 


"Alright," Isaac stood up, "Let's go see what they have to 
say." They crept quietly up the stairs. At the end of the hall 
one of the doors was cracked open. Two of their suspects 
could be heard conversing quietly inside the room. "I can't 
make out what their saying them from here..." Isaac 
whispered. "Wait, | got an idea. Just follow my lead." Without 
another word Isaac practically burst into the room. 


The two men jumped and reached for their swords. "The hell 
are you kids doing!?" the larger of the two yelled. He didn't 
look like the obvious thief type; he was in his mid twenties, 


with long brown hair and a muscular build. Just like any 
other guy. But looks can be deceiving. 


Isaac looked around the room confused, but kept walking 
forward slowly. "Wait a sec'? This ain't our room..." 


"No," the other man glared at him, "so get the hell outta 
here!" He pointed back at the door. 


Isaac didn't comply, and continued strolling forward, 
scratching his head. "Are you sure you not supposed to 
check out or somethin'? The lady told us this was our room?" 
Isaac turned his head and gave Ivan a questioning look. The 
boy gave him a fractional shake of the head. He's not close 
enough yet...I've got to think of something else. 


"-and get out, you freaking kids!" the brown-haired man was 
shouting. 


But then the other man noticed Ivan for the first time, "Hey, 
Boss, look!" He pointed to Ivan, "It's that weird kid!" The two 
men began backing up and looking around the room as if to 
find some escape route. Isaac knew this gambit was up. He 
dashed forward, blocking Boss' left side. lvan quickly 
covered enough distance to cast Mind Read. 'Boss' tried get 
around Ivan on his right and nearly ran straight into Garet. 
The other man had backed up a few paces and was looking 
at each person in turn, completely unsure of what he should 
do. "He- he closed his eyes! What's he doin'!?" 


Ivan's eyes snapped back open. He looked around nervously 
then dashed out of the room. For a moment the two men and 
two teens just stared at each other. Then Isaac and Garet 
quickly followed after Ivan. 


x KO 


"So, what did you learn, Ivan?" Garet asked as they all sat 
down around the table in the diner. 


"It's them, all right," Ivan told them, "I think they took a lot 
of other things, too. It looks like they're hiding it all 
somewhere in this inn..." 


"Do you...um," Isaac glance over at Garet, "Know where 
exactly?" 


Ivan looked down and shook his head. "And they won't let 
me near them again." 


Garet didn't seem too pleased by this. "Then | guess we 
have no other choice; we have to search the entire inn..." 


"Yeah," Isaac said, "This is gonna be fun." 
Ivan look away again, "I'm sorry guys..." 


"Don't worry about it, man," Garet told Ivan, giving him slap 
on the back. "Leave it to us!" he said jumping to his feet. 
"Isaac always comes through!" He put his friend in a playful 
headlock. 


"Alright thanks, Garet." Isaac pushed him off, "Well we 
better start looking." 


x KO 


The sun was beginning to set when they stopped in the 
diner again, exhausted from their search. "I don't get it," 
Garet was saying, "We looked practically everywhere." He 


pounded a fist on the table, "Where could they be hiding 
it?!" 


"Alright, let's think about this," Isaac said, running a hand 
though his mop of light brown hair. "We looked around, and 
there's no secret closet or basement to hide anything. It 
can't be in one of the rooms, or someone would have seen 
it." He mulled it over some more. "We've looked everywhere 
in this building..." 


Ivan, who had been silent until now, spoke up. "What if..." 
he said hesitantly, "What if it's not inside the hotel?" Isaac 
and Garet looked at him skeptically. "We should check the 
outside of the inn!" Ivan told them, finally seeming excited 
about something. 


Garet jumped to his feet. "Of course !" He ran to the nearest 
exit, attracting confused glances from many of the diner's 
patrons. 


Isaac stood up and began to walk after Garet, "We better go 
after him." He turned his head and smiled at Ivan, "Nice idea 
by the way." 


Ivan got to his feet and followed, "Uh, thanks." 


Outside Garet was looking over the inn. "Find anything?" 
Isaac asked. 


"No..." Then the ladder leaning against the side of the inn 
caught Garet's attention. "Hey wait a sec'." 


"What's up?" Isaac asked as Garet walked over to the ladder. 


"This was here when I was here earlier, but there was a guy 
working on that hole in the roof," Garet pointed to a hole 
about three feet in diameter. Its edges were blackened as if 
the hole had been burned through the roof. "C'mon!" Garet 
said, climbing up the ladder. "Let's check it out!" 


When Isaac and Ivan got on top of the roof, Garet had 
already dropped through the hole. Isaac and Ivan followed 
him inside. They were standing in a small attic space with a 
low ceiling. A large crate was sitting on one side of the room. 
A quick glance around showed there were no obviously 
stolen good inside. 


"Well this is great," Garet said, his expression dropping. 
"Looks like there's nothing in here. Guess we better climb 
back out of here before somebody finds us." 


"Wait," Ivan told him. "Look around..." 


"We already did," Garet said impatiently. "It's just a dusty 
old attic." 


"Exactly," Ivan said with a small grin, "But that crate is the 
only thing not covered in dust." 


Garet and Isaac both inspected the crate. "You're right," 
Isaac agreed. "We need to move this." 


“Leave that to me," Garet told him proudly. 


"Y'know | can cast Move too, Garet," Isaac said a little 
annoyed with his friends boasting. 


"What's Move?" Ivan asked as Garet got in position to move 
the large crate. 


"Oh, you'll see," Isaac told him. Garet concentrated on the 
crate then thrust out his arm. An enormous psynergetic 
hand appeared in front of him. Ivan's jaw dropped slightly at 
the sight of this new psynergy. Garet closed his hand into a 
fist. The psynergy hand likewise gripped the crate. Still 
concentrating deeply, Garet slowly moved his hand to the 
left. The crate moved in suit. Garet released his mental hold 


on the crate, and the psynergy hand vanished. Sure enough 
behind the crate was a door just tall enough for them to 
walk through, although Garet had to duck. 


Even though they found what they were looking for the boys 
were still shocked by what they saw. This room was much 
larger than the one they had just exited, and it was almost 
packed full with boxes, barrels, and chests. 


"We-we found it!" Ivan said enthusiastically. "We actually-" 
"Shh!" Isaac held up a hand. "Listen," he whispered. 
"Uhnn..." They heard a quiet moan. "Uhnn..." 


"It's coming from over here!" Isaac exclaimed as he rushed 
around the nearest stack of boxes. Leaning against a stack 
of boxes was a young man, just a year or two older than 
Isaac. His arms were tied behind his back, and his mouth 
was gagged with a piece of cloth. Taking out his long sword, 
Isaac cut him free from the ropes. The man immediately 
ripped the gag out of his mouth. 


"| came into this loft while | was fixing the roof," the man 
said as he got to his feet. "But | found | couldn't get all the 
way to the back of the loft." He rubbed the back of his head, 
"So | was looking into it when WHAM! Someone whacked me 
in the head from behind! When | came to, | was all tied up." 
He looked around the room. "Strange... | don't remember all 
these crates being up here before!" 


"All that stolen stuff is in these crates..." Ivan told the man. 
"Looks like we've been found out!" 


They all turned to the source of the voice. Through the 
doorway stepped 'Boss', followed by the two other thieves. 


"You're pretty persistent for one of Hammet's whelps, kid!" 
the leader said. Ivan took a step back from the men, 
gripping his staff tighter. 


"Why are you working so hard for Hammet?" one of the other 
thieves asked. It was the one they saw talking with the 
leader earlier, Isaac noted. "What's it to you?" 


"Anyway, Hammet's already been caught by a worse bunch 
of thieves than us!" the last man spoke up. Ivan looked at 
them in confusion. 


"| hear Hammet fled to Lunpa after the eruption," Boss 
elaborated. 


"Did you say Lunpa!?" the young man they had rescued 
asked incredulously. "A man with Master Hammet's money 
shouldn't go anywhere near Lunpa!" 


Both Isaac and Garet looked questioningly at Ivan. "What 
kind of place is Lunpa?" Garet inquired. Ivan only looked at 
the floor seemingly lost in thought. 


"The town was named after its founder, Lunpa, the noble 
thief," the young man told them when Ivan didn't reply. 


Boss took the explanation from here. "That family of thieves 
remained noble even when his son Donpa, took over. But 
Donpa's son, Dodonpa, is an evil thief." 


"The man has no morals," one of the thieves spoke up. "I've 
heard he's truly vicious." 


"See," Boss said. "We're not so bad. How about it? Will you 
let us go?" 


"You think just because there are worse people in the world, 
than we'll let you go?" Isaac asked in disgust. "Of course 
not!" 


"What?" Boss asked, sounding truly surprised by this turn of 
events. "You mean, even if we return everything we stole 
and apologize, it's still a crime?" 


"You must be joking!" one man yelled, "We stole this stuff 
fair and square!" 


"We'll just have to keep you quiet!" the other told them. The 
thieves looked at each other in turn. Garet pulled his new 
battle axe off his shoulder. 


"You better step back," Isaac whispered to the man they 
saved. He quickly complied and fled to the opposite side of 
the room. 


The two thieves took out their short swords. Their leader 
brandished a nasty looking sword with a curved blade. "And 
there's only one way to do that!" Boss said menacingly. "Get 
'em!!!" 


Before anyone could make a move, Ivan stepped forward 
and held up his hands. Although he had just met the boy, 
Isaac thought he knew him enough to assume that he and 
Garet would be the ones doing the fighting. Because of this, 
Isaac was just as surprised as his foes when a small 
whirlwind came to life in the middle of the room. Boss and 
one of the thieves were swept off their feet and spun around 
in the miniature vortex of wind. Despite his obvious shock, 
the third man continued charging straight towards Ivan. 


Garet jumped in between them and block the thief's clumsy 
strike. By this time, the whirlwind had died down, and the 
other bandit was thrown into a stack of boxes which toppled 


over on top of him. The leader, who obviously had some 
battle experience, landed nimbly on his feet. Even though 
he was sure he was outmatched, Isaac attacked Boss with all 
he had. 


Garet on the other hand was having a much easier time with 
his enemy. The thief's blows were sloppy and frantic, and 
Garet effortlessly blocked each attack with the massive 
blades of his axe. Eventually Garet was confident enough to 
go on the offense. Needless to say, Garet was disappointed 
with what he got. It only took one strong sweep of his axe to 
knock the bandit's sword clear across the room. The man 
looked at his unequipped hand then at Garet. He was too 
surprised to speak, but his eyes pleaded for him to be let go. 
Garet responded with a kick to the jaw, knocking him out 
cold. 


Meanwhile, Isaac was having trouble with the leader. No 
matter what angle he attacked from, Boss blocked each blow 
with ease. This isn't working, |saac thought, / can't get 
through his guard. I'll have to try to overpower him. Isaac 
put all his strength into one more strike, but this is just what 
the leader wanted. They locked blades and struggled for a 
bit, then Boss jerked his knee up, plowing it into Isaac's 
stomach. Isaac was thrown onto his back, barely keeping 
hold of his sword. Boss lifted his curved sword, prepared to 
deliver a killing blow. 


Ivan, who had stayed back so far for fear that he would just 
get in the way, rushed forward and raised his staff to 
intercept the attack. Though Ivan succeeded in preventing 
the swing, the leader's sword cut two-thirds of the way 
through his wooden staff. But this didn't discourage Boss. He 
merely shoved Ivan off his weapon with all his might. The 
small teenager was sent stumbling back into Garet who had 


just been on his way to help his friends. They fell into a heap 
on the floor, Ivan's staff snapping in half. 


Luckily, this distraction had given Isaac enough time to get 
to his feet. /'ve got one option left. "Flint, | could use your 
help!" 


The Djinni popped out of his pocket and began flying around 
him. "I was wondering when you'd ask!" Boss's eyes 
widened at the sight of the creature, but he stood his 
ground. Isaac made jumping strike, just as he had the day 
before in the woods. Boss raised his sword to block it, 
thinking it was some last ditch attack. Isaac watched in slow 
motion as his sword sliced though the air. It continued as it 
met the leader's blade, not even slowing as it cut though 
that as well. Boss stared in disbelief as half his weapon fell 
to the floor. He was still gawking at his destroyed sword 
when Isaac cracked the hilt of his sword against Boss's head. 
He dropped what was left sword, took a few shaky steps 
backward, then fell down. He wasn't unconscious, but it was 
apparent that he wouldn't be fighting any other teenagers 
any time soon. 


The thief who had been buried by the stack of boxes was 
beginning to stir. He slowly opened eyes, and was greeted 
with a close up view of Garet's battle axe. "They..." he said 
finally, "They got us..." 


The young man they had rescued walked out from behind 
the a stack of boxes. "Actually for a second there, | thought 
we were goners." He walked over to the semi-conscious men. 
"Wow! We won!" Garet looked over at Isaac and raised an 
eyebrow. "We?"he mouthed. Isaac just shrugged, and Ivan 
couldn't stop himself from snickering. "I..." the man 
continued, "I'll get the mayor!" He told them, rushing out of 
the room. 


"After all the trouble we went to," Boss said ,sitting up and 
rubbing his head. "Stealing all this stuff..." One angry look 
from Isaac and he laid back down. 


"Haven't you heard?" Garet asked disgusted, "Stealing from 
others is wrong!" 


But the thieves were paying little attention to him. "Sheesh! 
| told you..." one of the bandits was saying. "I told you we 
should have skipped town." 


Their disregard only served to make Garet angrier, "Evil 
never prevails!" 


Ivan looked around the treasure-filled room. "If you'll give 
me Master Hammet's rod," he told the thieves, "I'll head to 
Lunpa now." He turned to Isaac, "What will you be doing, 
Isaac?" 


"I suppose we have to go after Felix and the others..." Isaac 
told him, almost feeling guilty for having momentarily 
forgotten their mission. Ivan tilted his head to the side 
confused. Isaac looked over at Garet; the other nodded. 
Isaac opened his mouth to explain, but Ivan closed his eyes 
and concentrated. 


Garet realized what he was doing, "He's reading your mind 
again! Shouldn't we stop him?" 


"No," Isaac told him, "I know what he's looking for." 
Garet wasn't convinced by this, "If you say so, Isaac..." 


Ivan finished reading Isaac's mind. "I see..." he said almost 
to himself, "So that's what happened." 


Before Isaac could reply, the young man walked back into 
the loft. "These are the thieves, Mayor." he told the mayor, 
as he and another man came through the doorway. The 
other man was tall and muscular, and he had a definite air of 
authority about him. Likely the local sheriff, Isaac thought. 
Another man walked in after him. And an Officer. 


The muscled man walked over to the thieves. "What you did 
was horrid," he told them appalled. "Stealing? In the middle 
of a disaster?!" 


"Hey," one of the bandits spoke up, "you're the ones who left 
all you doors open! You were practically begging us to - 
OUCH!" 


He was quieted by a kick from the sheriff, "Sorry," he said 
smiling, "I couldn't help myself..." He turned to the mayor. 
"What should we do with them?" 


The mayor glared down at the thieves. "We're going to lock 
them up for a long, long time." 


The thief who Garet had kicked in the face had passed out 
again. The officer stepped over to him and nudged him with 
his boot. "Hey, wake up!" he kick him again, harder this 
time, "Let's go! Get up! Get up!" 


The sheriff turned Isaac and the others. "Hey, can you help 
me tie them up?" 


"Sure thing!" Garet said cheerfully. They quickly tied up the 
thieves and dragged them to their feet. 


"Hey, you!" Boss yelled as he was shoved forward by the 
officer, "Isaac, right? | won't forget this!" 


The mayor shook his head, "Take them away!" The thieves 
were led out of the room by the officer and the young man 
they had rescued. Once they you were gone the mayor 
looked at Isaac. "Thank you for catching the thieves! You 
have our sincerest gratitude." 


The sheriff nodded, "Really, you were a big help!" 


The mayor walked over to some of the treasure chests, "Let's 
take a look at what they stole." He opened a chest and 
pulled out an expensive looking urn 


"Mayor..." the sheriff said hesitantly, "Isn't that you family's 
urn?" 


He nodded, "My precious urn has been returned." The sheriff 
opened another chest and pulled out a golden statue. The 
mayor frowned at the statue, "Hey, that belongs in the...they 
stole from the Sanctum?! Those monsters!" The mayor tuned 
back to Isaac and the others. "The town's treasures, they're 
back at last." 


The sheriff looked into one more chest, "Mayor," he called, 
"come look at this." 


He walked over and looked inside the chest. "Ivan, isn't this 
what you were looking for?" The Mayor took out an ancient 
looking staff. Ivan's face lit up, and he nodded 
enthusiastically. 


The sheriff grinned broadly, "Now, you can return to Master 
Hammet!" 


"Oh, that's right!" the mayor remembered, "I heard that 
Master Hammet was seen heading toward Lunpa!" 


"Oh no..." Ivan face fell. "Dodonpa wouldn't miss an 
opportunity like that." 


The mayor looked away, unable to meet Ivan's eyes. "I'm 
certain that your master has been kidnapped." 


Ivan looked down at his feet for a few moments. "How can | 
rescue Master Hammet?" he asked eventually. 


The mayor just shook his head, "No one can enter once the 
gates are closed." 


Ivan raised his head, "What will happen to Master Hammet?" 
he asked concerned. 


The mayor walked over to Ivan. He put a hand on Ivan's 
shoulder as he handed him Master Hammet's rod. "Calm 
down, Ivan. Master Hammet is probably still alive and 
unharmed." the mayor assured him. "Dodonpa knows that 
he can use Hammet to extort a ransom from Kalay. We can't 
do much until Dodonpa makes his move, but at least we 
know Hammet's safe," he looked away again, "...for now." He 
turned to Isaac, "Your name is Isaac, right?" Isaac nodded. 
The mayor looked at Garet "And you are..." 


"It's Garet." he told the mayor. 


The mayor nodded to them, "Thank you both. You have my 
deepest gratitude." He turned to the sheriff. "Well, let's go 
then." They both began to leave the loft, but the mayor 
stopped just in front of the doorway. "Before you leave town, 
please come see me. | have something for you." He nodded 
to them again, then left the room. 


The three teens stood in silence for a few moments. "What a 
mess..." Garet said finally, looking around the loft. "We 
finally get the rod back, and now this." Isaac chuckle, but 


Ivan just stared at his feet, lost in thought. Garet frowned at 
this, "I wish | could cheer you up; you look so depressed." 


Ivan raised his head, "I just want to rescue Master Hammet... 
that's all." Both Isaac and Garet nodded. "But | couldn't ask 
you two to help me," he continued, "You have a very 
important mission, right?" Garet looked at Isaac in surprised. 
"That's right." Ivan told him, "I saw it in Isaac's mind. | had 
no idea that the volcano's eruption held such a secret!" 


"Yes," Garet confirmed, "we have to find Felix and his gang, 
or we'll all be in trouble." 


"Then..." Ivan paused, "I Suppose this is goodbye, then." 
"| guess so..." Isaac agreed. 


Ivan took one more look around the loft, "I shall never forget 
this town's hospitality." He started to leave, but paused in 
the doorway and turned back to them. "I wish you all the 
best." he continued through the door, and it was just Isaac 
and Garet left in the room. 


They stood there a moment, neither of them sure what to 
say. "Well," Garet decided, "| guess we'd better get moving, 
too." 


x KO 


Outside, the sun had already set. Isaac and Garet jumped 
down off the roof and looked around. "Wow," Garet said with 
a sigh, "long day." 


Isaac yawned loudly. "I guess were not going anywhere 
tonight. Let's stay at the inn." 


